DEDICATION
O my mind, thouart like a fish which does not think and reason well. It sees   the bait of the cruel angler and mistakes it for something
precious.
It bites it fondly and is caught.
O my mind, thou are like a moth which does not think and reason well. It looks at the bright light of the burning lamp and ardently wishes
to possess it.
It fondly embraces  the bright red flame and is killed. O thou art like an insect which is tempted by the smooth and soft
surface of the web spun by the treacherous spider. It fondly walks on  the thin threads of the web till it reaches the mouth of the spider, and there it perishes.
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O my  mind, I beg of thee to be a conqueror of thy little self. O my   mind, I beg of thee not to allow thyself to be misguided by
the untutored senses. O my mind, I beg of thee not to wander far away from the lotus-feet
of thy Lord.
Learn to   live a useful and detached Hfe in this world. Learn to lessen the woes of God's chili ren. Learn to live   a life that will enrich the world. Praise the Lord and live well. Praise the Lord and live well.